86                           PEAKS   AND   LAMAS

be killed by falling stones, and there are no camping-grounds! "
At length, having exhausted themselves in vain lamentation,
and seeing that we were not to be moved from our purpose,
they lifted their loads with an ill grace and started off. Several
truants hid among the temple outhouses, hoping to be over-
looked, and had to be rounded up by Jai Datt and the forest
ranger who, uninvited, accompanied our column.

The wild Gangotri gorge, the passage from the temple to the
Cow's Mouth, is crossed at that season by huge drifts of com-
pacted winter snow which bridge the river and allow free cross-
ing to and fro. In summer, these get washed away and the
approved route follows the left bank and crosses to Gangotri
by a bridge. The other side is blocked by formidable cliffs
lashed by the torrent which boils against their base. When
we came down in the monsoon, though the main body took the
left bank, two of us, ignorant of the obstacle, followed the right
bank and only just got through, after a strenuous day's rock-
climbing along ledges and up cracks, all the time haunted by
the fear that in the end we might find ourselves cut off.

The porters soon began to repeat the previous day's tactics,
but with even more frequent halts, a policy which was favoured
by the abundance of cover. Every inch was contested. Some-
times a man would move not more than twenty paces and then
subside under a bush and slip his arms out of the loops of his
carrying-rope. Poor Jai Datt lost his head completely and
showed abject irresolution before his men, while the ranger,
being made of sterner stuff, preferred futile threats to entreaties.
At last, when we had crawled a couple of miles, things came
to a head. A ringleader, ordered to get up from behind a
boulder where he was crouching, refused. Abandoning his load
he declared that he could not go a step farther. Thereupon
Ted Hicks snatched up the package and slung it over his own
shoulders saying: "If you are too weak to carry this light
box, I can do it myself." The man was utterly taken aback
by the unprecedented sight of a sahib actually doing a job of
work; he sprang up and rushed after Ted begging to be allowed
to take back his load. A general stampede followed and before
we knew where we were, we had gone quite a distance. For the
moment we were in control of the situation; but it was doubtful
how long the emotion which had befriended us would last, so
as soon as I saw a possible site for a camp I called a halt. It